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One 


Author's Notes: 

Just like my fics about Joe Elliott and Josh Kiszka, this story was inspired by an interview from 2019 where 

Joe raved over Greta Van Fleet and - The Struts. For a long time | thought it was impossible to pair Joe with 
any member of The Struts. But then Joe and Phil contributed to a song on the The Struts’ latest album, and 

not only did Luke Spiller thank Joe for "hour-long phone calls" in the liner notes, they also used a phone 


conversation between Joe and Luke as the intro for the album version of the song. 
So shortly afterwards, this happened. 


(The actual lyrics to the song "| Hate How Much | Want You" don't have anything to do with the story, 
though) 


Thanks to helena_s_renn for bringing "Spilliott" to life with me. 


What was it with him and those boys with too many teeth lately? The first thing Joe saw when the skinny 


figure got out of the car with feline grace, turned around and grinned at him with a thousand watt smile was 


a gazillion blindingly white teeth. And wide, anticipating eyes, like a kid who'd just walked into Disneyland. 


Luke was dressed casually for his standards, in black pleather pants and a blouse-like, silky red shirt. He didn't 
wear any make-up and if his hair had made contact with a brush that morning, it had won the struggle 
against it. It gave him the air of a kitten that had been abandoned by a roadside a couple of days ago - which 
didn't detract from his rockstar vibes, though. 


"Hey, sunshine!" 


The nickname had become common by now, although Joe had let it slip unintentionally the first time. Thankfully, 
the boys had considered it just a humorous remark when they heard about it. By now, they had even 
eternalised it in the intro to a song. 


"Mate, good to see yal Man, this is a ginormous place!" 


Luke glanced around with childlike awe as he bounced up the stairs to Joe's front door. The gravel on the 


driveway crunched as Bill, Joe's trustworthy driver, drove off. 


Its not too bad, that's true," Joe chuckled as he let Luke inside and closed the heavy front door. A prime 


example of British understatement. 


They instantly started a vivacious conversation about anything and everything, just like all the times they had 
talked before. Luke was just as talkative as Joe, and somehow they had a good way to balance their shares of 


speech, which had already resulted in many hourlong phone calls prior to this meeting. 


During those calls, they had swapped all kinds of song ideas, and after a while Joe had stated that sending files 
back and forth wasn't his idea of rock'n'roll and invited Luke to his recording studio in his home outside of 
Dublin. The weekend they'd agreed on for this collaboration happened to coincide with a weekend where Joe's 
wife and kids were out of town to visit family, "so we can make all the noise we want", as Joe had added 


smugly. 


Time flew by in “Joe's garage", as he dubbed his recording studio slash man cave. Luke's creativity and almost 
naive enthusiasm spurred Joe on as well as they amused him at times. It reminded him of Def Leppara's early 
years, but of course it was a much more laid back atmosphere in his own studio than back then in their 
modest rehearsal space at the spoon factory. The two took turns on the piano, and Joe presented his favorite 
acoustic guitars with pride. Luke rewarded him with sincere zest. A few hours and half a case of beer later, 
they had recorded more snippets of material than Def Leppard had in one month during the recordings of 
Hysteria, and filled several pages of note pads with outlined lyrics. 


"You know what, I'm really craving a cigarette right now," Luke stated when he suddenly realised that he hadn't 


smoked one since he left the airport. "Where can | go to smoke?" 


Joe accompanied him to the spacious terrace overlooking the vast garden as they continued to swap ideas. For 
the first time since Luke arrived the conversation came to a stop when he lit his cigarette, but the silence 
wasn't unpleasant. A few rays of sunshine came through between the clouds. Luke sat cross-legged on a 


garden bench opposite Joe, who tried his best not to stare at the younger man too obviously. 


Luke Spiller wasn't handsome, no, but he was spellbinding. Charismatic, a tad arrogant, and definitely 
conspicuous. Those who described him as a cross between a young Freddie Mercury and Mick Jagger certainly 
weren't misguided. But he had a much less buff physique than Freddie, and was much more gaudy than Jagger. 
Without a doubt, he attracted attention wherever he was. 


‘Oh, I'm sorry for not offering you one, but | assume that you don't smoke anymore, do you?" Luke suddenly 


broke the silence with an unsure smile. 


"No, | don't. I've smoked for many years and it took me ages to quit," Joe explained, which was the truth. 
Nevertheless he had already inhaled the fumes that the light wind carried his way. It smelled like long 


forgotten times. Like youth and recklessness. Like living in the moment. Long nights, parties, casual sex.. 


"Ah, the heck with it, gimme one!" Joe finally caved in Luke passed him a cigarette and lit it with an subtly 
gleeful expression on his face. Joe almost coughed when he took the first drag, but nevertheless the smoking 
added to the overall feeling of traveling back in time to his younger years. 


Two 


The afternoon merged into the evening, and Joe suggested they order Indian food for dinner, which 
they ate in front of the - naturally giant - TV screen in the living room. They watched all kinds of 
live video clips from Joe's favourite bands and artists from the ITl0s, and Joe noticed with 
satisfaction that Luke sincerely enjoyed his music choices. The young man had taken his shoes off 
and was sprawled out on the couch like a cat. He was obviously feeling very comfortable, but Joe 


still couldn't make out any signs of their get-together being more than just a working alliance. 


He was confused. He'd expected Luke to be a much clearer case. From the way he looked and the 
way he dressed and acted, he'd have bet that the 32-year-old would definitely let on that he was 
acquainted with swinging both ways. But so far Luke hadn't reacted to any of his innuendos the 
way Joe had hoped he would. Over the decades, he had bedded much, much straighter-looking guys 
than this one with much less effort. Usually a couple of drinks at an afterparty had been enough 
to get one of those starry-eyed kids from some up-and-coming band on their knees. Some of 
them may have been in the closet, some discovering their bisexuality, most of them probably just 


straight guys taking a walk on the wild side for one time only (but at least with rock royalty). 


Joe's gaydar had apparently malfunctioned with Luke. Although he'd gotten along perfectly with the 
younger man from the start, and Luke was a picture-perfect example of a man who plays with 


homosexual stereotypes, there seemed to be a magnetic shielding between them. 


"Man, | just got this really cool idea for a verse to the chorus we wrote earlier! It goes something 
like this." Luke sat up and tapped the rhythm with his right foot while he filled the room with his 


impressive voice. 


Joe smutty musings came to a dead stop as he listened, frozen, mesmerized. The melody was 
catchy, but not trivial. How did that kid come up with that stuff just like that? Deep down inside 


he was a little bit envious. 


"Man, that's terrific! We just have to put it on tape!" Joe exclaimed, immediately regretting how 
outdated the last part sounded, when Luke had finished and looked at him like he was expecting him 
to applaud. 


"Alright, let's gol" Luke slapped his palms on his legs and jumped up. 
A few minutes later they were already immersed in their creative urge again A bottle of whiskey 


had miraculously appeared somewhere along the line, gradually making the conversation even more 


animated than it already had been. 


In the meantime, Joe had abandoned any prospects of exchanging anything more than musical ideas 
with Luke, which didn't mean that he enjoyed their collaboration any less. Leaning back in his desk 
chair, he stretched out his legs and clicked on one of the files they had recorded in the afternoon 


"This one's by far my favourite. We should definitely follow up on it. think it has this really sexy 
IT10s vibe to it, you know, like something that would be played at a nightclub in the early morning 
hours. A little bit like that last song on your new album, what's it called again?" 


"Am | talking to the champagne", Luke answered with a beaming smile, flattered by the fact that 


Joe was so well acquainted with their latest release. 


"Right. Oh, | love that song!", Joe raved and began to dig around in the computer. "Ah, there it 


isl" 


He clicked on the file and the velvety sound flowed out of the top-quality speakers. Luke, who was 
leaning against the mixing console, grinned and took another sip from his glass. When he put it back 
on the table, he began to subtly sway with the rhythm. A broad grin appeared on his face when 
he met Joe's surprised yet approving glance. As if the liquid was slowly making its way through 
his limbs, he began to dance to the song, sometimes dreamily closing his eyes, sometimes looking 


Joe straight in the eye, checking his reaction. 


The older man didn't say anything, at least not with his mouth. But his eyes had taken on an 
expression that Luke had seen many times in photos or videos. One that he'd heard female friends 


who were fans of the Def Leppard swoon over. Seductive, almost feral, most definitely compelling. 


Luke felt how his moves got bolder, sexier. He'd always loved dancing, long before he got into 
singing. The song was long, well over five minutes, and at this very moment he was glad that he 
and the boys had prevailed against those who had advised them to shorten it. He let himself get 
absorbed in the sultry vibe of the music, putting on a quite a show of more and more voluptuous 
poses. At some point he would have thought that Joe would snicker and interrupt him, then they'd 
have a laugh and continue working. But that didn't happen. His one-man audience was still sprawling 
in his chair, for some reason now with his knees much wider apart than when the song had 


started.. 


Although Luke was usually able to hold his drink, he started to feel a little dizzy. His cheeks were 
hot and a sheen began to form on his body. But there wasn't anything unpleasant about it at all 


He actually couldn't quite grasp what he was doing or experiencing, but it sure as hell was exciting, 


The song came to an end and he stood still at the other side of the room, about IO feet away 
from Joe. He was panting a little and brushed his sweaty fringe away from his eyes, locking eyes 
again with Joe, who lifted his hand, moved it over the computer trackpad, stretched out his index 
finger deliberately slowly - and clicked on "repeat". 


Luke let out a chuckle, then bit his bottom lip teasingly as he straightened himself and resumed 
his dance routine. Joe smirked and poured himself another glass, licking his lips after taking a sip 
from it. 


With every measure, Luke moved a little bit closer to the tall, blond singer, still not quite sure if 
he was exposing himself to ridicule later on, but not giving a damn in that instant. He was dancing 
like a stripper in a nightclub in front of a man almost twice his age who was the epitome of a 
womenizing rockstar. And not only that, they were in said rockstar's home, where he lived with his 
wife and children. Holy shit.. Let alone the fact that Luke couldn't deny that he found it more and 
more arousing to do this. The music, the whiskey and the heat in the small room, and not least 


the desirous looks from Joe combined forces and made themselves felt between his legs. 


One more beat and he stood right in front of Joe, slowly gyrating. With the body control of a pole 
dancer, he swung his right leg over Joe's thigh, then straddled him, but didn't sit down with his 
full weight, still prepared to be shoved away. His chest heaved and his pulse raced as he stared 
into the green flames right in front of him. 


Three 


"You're really something else." Joe stated in a low, raspy voice. Luke felt rather than saw how Joe's arm 
moved to get behind his body, then a large hand cupped the back of his head. "This would be the right time to 
say 'no'", he added. 


Luke placed his hands on Joe's shoulders and settled himself in Joe's lap. It was obviously a sufficient answer 


for Joe, who gently pulled Luke closer. 


The kiss was unlike any other kiss Luke had ever experienced. The only guy Luke had ever kissed was Gethin - 
in fact, who hadn't been kissed by Gethin? - and that had been just for laughs. He'd also kissed a lot of girls in 
the 32 years of his life, but none of them compared to this. Joe's lips were a little bit dry, but warm and 


inviting. 


For a brief instant, a primal instinct kicked in and reminded Luke that Joe was taller and despite his age 
probably still stronger than him. In addition to that, they were all alone in a soundproofed room, so if Joe had 
any nefarious intentions, Luke wouldn't stand a chance. But that train of thought seemed ridiculous. There was 


nothing menacing about what Joe was doing, quite the contrary. 


He pushed those thoughts away and melted deeper into Joe's embrace. Joe's other hand that had been resting 
on Luke's hip reached around to settle on his ass, squeezing lightly. 


The older singer couldn't deny that a feeling of triumph mixed with the other emotions. As much as he tried 
to shrug it off or joke about it, aging nagged at him lately. So it was good to know that the good old tractor 
beam gaze hadn't lost its power yet. 


Luke shifted in his lap a little and opened his mouth with a gasp when the friction sent a flow of electricity 
through his body. Joe decided to test the waters a little further by sucking on the younger man's bottom lip. 
Luke's reaction was a little moan that sounded like music to Joe's ears. They both brought their tongues into 
play almost at the same time, and Luke resumed the circling movement of his hips, grinding to the rhythm 
although the song was already over by now. Unsurprisingly, his cock made itself noticeable and pressed against 


its plastic confines. 


When Luke felt a counter pressure from below, he was suddenly jolted out of his trance-like state for a 


moment and looked at Joe with wide eyes. 
"Joe, | have no idea what's happening here..." 


"IFs called "snoggin" where | come from," Joe replied with a wink and grinned. His big hands moved tenderly 


over Luke's back and thighs. 


"I've never." 


"| can tell" There was no arrogance in Joe's statement, it sounded affectionate and reassuring. 


"But it's.. wow! Oh my god..." Luke closed his eyes for a second and shook his head with his pitch-black hair 
flying about. "| just don't know if.. whether you have anything else in mind that | might not find so ‘wow'..” 


"You're always free to say 'no', do you hear me?" 
Luke nodded, looking a little bit naive - which he wasn't by any means. 


"And let's say, we're not going to do anything you wouldn't also do with a woman, okay?" - ‘for starters, Joe 


added in his mind. 
Luke took a deep breath and smiled, visibly relaxed that he hadn't gotten himself into too risky of a situation 


A moment later he found himself in a room adjacent to the recording studio. The walls were covered from 
floor to ceiling with shelves full of LPs, CDs and books. The second part of Joe's "mancave", obviously. There 
was a desk with a computer on one side of the room - and a large, comfortable couch on the other. Luke 


didn't feel his feet on the floor as Joe gently dragged him with him. 


Everything seemed to happen at a decelerated pace, like in a video clip. Although he hadn't drunk excessively at 
all, he felt like his head was spinning from all the new emotions that washed over him. Only two days ago, he'd 
spent an entire day in bed with his curvaceous girlfriend and it would never have crossed his mind that he'd 


ever get seriously turned on by aman, yet here he was, horny as fuck, in an aging rockstar's playroom, 


All that Luke could think of when they sunk down on the couch was how bad he wanted Joe's hands back all 
over his body. Joe seemed to have read his mind, but first he unbuttoned Luke's shirt and let slide it off the 
younger man's shoulders. He took a moment to eye what he'd unveiled. Although the way Luke dressed and 
acted was as flamboyant as they make them, his body was rather unspectacular in comparison. But Joe didn't 
seem to mind, since his hands explored the pale skin of Luke's upper body with relish. 


Luke let out a small moan when Joe's fingers brushed over his nipples, which prompted Joe to take the next 
step. He leaned over and started with a line of kisses on Luke's neck, then he moved lower litte by little until 
he reached his rosy target and sucked it between his lips. The last remnants of Luke's inhibitions went out the 
window after that. He flung his arms around Joe's shoulders and pressed his crotch against Joe's 

hip to provide his unyielding boner some friction. To hell with outdated gender stereotypes! Luke loved sex and 
obviously Joe did, too. And not only that, he'd probably been around the block times ten compared to him. A 


skilled tongue and equally skilled fingers teased his nipples and made his sexual arousal rocket skywards. 


His last two properly functioning braincells reminded him that it would be polite to do something to return the 
favour, so he slid his hand down over Joe's torso - admittedly more of a hillscape nowadays - to reach for 


the voluminous bulge that had formed between the other man’s legs. 


Joe moaned appreciatively when he felt Luke palm his crotch, but then he pulled Luke's hand away and looked 
up at him. 


"Easy, sweetheart! One person in this room is probably able to come a couple of times a night, but its not me 


anymore. Unfortunately.. So just keep your hands to yourself for a little longer. Or on yourself, if you want." 


With these words, Joe began to busy himself with the removal of Luke's trousers. Luke got the message and 
began to stroke and squeeze his nipples that had been prepared so well already by Joe. 


Joe's eyes darted back and forth between Luke's chest and crotch as he pulled down Luke's zipper. No, Luke 
didn't go commando - but hell, who in their right mind did that under pleather pants if it wasn't for a show? 
He lifted his butt to help Joe pull down the trousers all the way, leaving him sitting in his relatively plain black 


cotton underwear stretched to capacity by his erection 


They paused and looked each other in the eye. The rabbit facing the snake? Maybe. But the rabbit was getting 
bolder by the minute. In retrospect, the overly submissive ones had never appealed to Joe much. Conquering 


the cocky ones was a much sweeter treat. 


If Luke had one thing in spades it was self-confidence. It's your attitude that makes you famous first and 
foremost, not your talent. If both things come together, there's a small chance that you get to make it to the 
top. The Struts knew that formula, and that was probably the reason why Joe had grown so fond of them. 


What he was growing very fond of in this exact instant, though, was how teasingly slow Luke slid his hand 
inside his boxer briefs and took his cock out. They smirked at each other. Twenty years ago, Joe would 
probably have gotten a little impatient at this point, but his older self had learned to savour the moment and 
soak up the details. His chances for trysts like this one had gotten fewer and fewer in recent years, partially 


due to his family life, but mostly due to the lack of men that interested him. But the moment he'd seen Luke, 
his hunting instinct had come back to life full force. 


So after his initial worries in the afternoon that he might be out of luck this time, it was all the more 
satisfying to look at the naked young singer lounging on the couch right next to him, dick in hand. 


Luke gave his erection a few tugs, then leaned back, folding his arms behind his head and looked up at Joe with 


a smirk. 
"So..2" 


Joe chuckled. What a cheeky little brat! Just who on earth was it that Luke reminded him of. It was a 


rhetorical question, of course. 


"If you expect me to suck you off without having it in black and white that you're clean, then | have to 
disappoint you, sunshine. This ain't the eighties.” 


Luke didn't blush - he never did. But nevertheless he felt a little ashamed because he'd actually assumed that 
Joe wouldn't have any reservations in that regard. However, he didn't have much time for musings about 


remorse, because Joe's hand sliding up his thigh made him shiver with anticipation, 


Joe wormed his other arm behind Luke's shoulders, then he simultaneously pulled him close for a passionate 
open-mouthed kiss and wrapped his hand around his rock hard, leaking dick. Warm leather around slick velvet, 
unlike anything Luke had ever experienced with a woman. He pulled away from the kiss to look down and watch 
his cock appear and disappear in Joe's pumping fist. Just like the rest of his body, his genitals weren't exactly 
spectacular, but Joe didn't seem to mind. Judging from what Luke felt pressing against the side of his thigh, it 
was Joe's part to impress people with measurements, not the other way around. 


Joe's lips moved to the side of Luke's neck, considerately only sucking long enough in each place to not leave a 
mark. No wonder he was such an expert in being discreet since he had been able to hide this side of 

himself from the public eye for so many years. Luke let out a moan every time Joe found a new sensitive 
spot and pressed his heels into the floor. 


While Joe was still fully clothed in his track pants and black V-neck T-shirt with some glittery print on the 
chest, Luke was stark naked, but he'd abandoned the idea of pointing that out. Despite Joe's general self- 
assurance, he might have his inhibitions about presenting his dad bod to a younger man who he'd only just 
talked into trying things out with the same sex. 


Luke was beyond the point of caring at that moment anyway. His last conscious thought advised him to try to 
hold back his orgasm for as long as possible, which wasn't an easy goal considering how expertly Joe was 


working with his hand. 


"Fuck, kid, look at you.." Joe moaned next to his ear, obviously delighted by the way Luke was squirming and 
arching his back. Under different circumstances, being called "kid" would have offended Luke as a gesture of 
dominance, or at least inspired him to counter it with a sarcastic retort, but in the current situation it turned 


him on immensely. 


At the same moment he realized that he himself had started groaning without restraint somewhere along the 
line. His balls had contracted to an almost painful degree, like two aching prunes made of concrete. A steady 
supply of precum trickled from his slit onto Joe's adamant fist. 


"C'mon, make a nice little mess for me, will ya?" - Holy shit, the things that man could do with his voice.. Luke 
couldn't remember ever having come so hard from a handjob in his entire life. Good thing they were in a 
soundproofed studio and not in a hotel room, because his scream would definitely have had aroused attention 
Splash after splash landed on his chest and belly, and Joe kept stroking him through it and watching him with 
dark eyes. 


"Oh yeah, that's it.." Joe murmured, almost breathing as heavily now as his younger companion. 


When Luke had recovered enough to be able to perceive his surroundings again, he turned his head to Joe with 


a stupid grin. 


Four 


"That's definitely not what | expected when you invited me and said ‘Lets see what happens!" Luke stated 
matter -of-factly. 


Joe chuckled as he brushed a sweaty strand of hair away from his cheek. He let his eyes roam over the 
streaks of fluid glistening on Luke's body. 


"| guess music's not the only field | love getting creative in Now let me get you a towel before you get my 


couch all sticky." 


With these words, Joe got up and left the room, then reappeared a few moments later with said towel in his 


hand. Apparently even a rockstar was reluctant to make a housekeeper scrub cum stains from upholstery. 


Luke took the rag and dabbed at the mess on his belly while Joe stood in front of him with folded and an 
appreciative grin. But it wasn't the grin that caught Luke's attention when he finished cleaning himself and 
looked back up. Since it happened to be right at his eye level, he couldn't help but stare at the voluminous 
bulge in Joe's trousers like he was hypnotized. It reminded him that the evening had only just begun - although 
he wasn't exactly sure what lay ahead of him at this point. Nevertheless he didn't hesitate to take Joe's hand 
when the older man offered it to help him up. 


There they stood and stared at each for a moment, Joe looking down, Luke looking up, each with a smirk on his 


face. 


The tall, blond, sixty-year-old singer of a multi-platinum-selling band, dressed in black from head to toe facing 
the short, black-haired, 3l-year-old singer who acted as if he was in a multi-platinum-selling band, wearing 


nothing but a necklace and nail polish. 


Joe still held Luke's hand in his and used it now to guide Luke towards the door, indicating that Luke 


should walk in front of him. 
"To the left, up the stairs." 


Luke felt his cock react with a twitch to the dark, lustful tone of Joe's voice, which he registered clearly 
despite the thumping of his heartbeat in his ears. 


It also didn't escape him that Joe let him walk in front of him on purpose. Damn it, he'd employed the same 
trick with women many times, being a passionate admirer of curvy - female - backsides. Today, the roles 
were reversed, as he was the one on the silver plate this time. Although, as for the "curvy". well, as already 


mentioned, he didn't exactly count as an Adonis, but Joe seemed to enjoy the view. 


Never one to let down an audience, Luke didn't just walk down the corridor - he strutted For God's sake, there 
was a reason why his band was named what it was named. As if he wasn't just walking down the parquet floor 
of a corridor in a family home (was he just passing the doors to Joe's children's rooms?), but the cat-walk in 
the poshest strip club in town, he pranced and swung his hips, utilising every grain of his abundant self- 


confidence. 
"Stop." 


Joe opened the door to a room to their left and let Luke enter with a welcoming gesture. A guest room 
obviously, as Luke discovered with an unuttered sigh of relief. So Joe's kinkiness apparently did not embrace 
committing adultery in the marital bed, although it wouldn't have surprised Luke anymore at that point. After 


learning that this epitome of a womanizer was into men, what else could still surprise him? 


Since there was nobody else in the house anyway, Joe didn't close the door behind them. (Or was it to be able 
to hear the key in the front door in case his wife returned earlier than expected?) He flicked a switch that 


bathed the room in a warm, dim light. 


Luke stood in the middle of the room and took a look around, never losing his upright dance posture. Meanwhile, 
Joe had sat down on the edge of the bed where he kicked off his shoes and leaned back on one elbow. With his 
right hand he began to slowly stroke himself through the fabric. 


"Not that | wouldn't like watching you dance again, but | was hoping you'd give me a hand here.. literally." 


Luke's knee-jerk reaction to the salacious innuendo was a saucy grin, but when he began to walk towards Joe, 


it suddenly felt as if he was walking through deep snow. 


Something had changed. Something was different than back in the recording studio a few minutes ago. Although 
he was still pretty much inebriated, it felt as if the effects of a drug had suddenly worn off from one second 
to the next. It wasn't that he didn't feel comfortable anymore, neither did he feel the urge to leave. He enjoyed 
being with Joe, and the way Joe felt attracted to him was flattering and exciting, but.. 


~ he just didn't feel it 

He just wasn’t a gay man. And not a bisexual one either. 

Kissing and having someone's, anyone's hand on his dick was one thing. But as far as other things were 
concerned.. Mental images of what else being with a man would include fast-forwarded through his mind and 
made his glutes clench up at one scene in particular. He didn't have to try this out first to know he didn't want 


it. 


Nevertheless he'd somehow approached the bed and sat down next to Joe, who was still eye-fucking him and 


stroking himself lazily. Luke had never felt so awkward in his entire life. Only now he became aware that he'd 


built Joe's hopes up a good deal without thinking about the consequences. But truth to be told, he'd been 
rather busy with other things than anticipating until now.. 


When he hit a wrong note on stage or made any other mistake, he never faltered, and accordingly, he didn’t let 
his inner turmoil show at this moment either. For some reason, he didn't want to let Joe down. Returning the 
favour was only polite, wasn't it? And somehow, he still felt excited to be with him this way. Joe's sex appeal 


was undeniable. It was almost tangible, something that was flowing around him like a halo. 


So Luke scooted closer and decided to gain some time to gather himself with another kiss. It didn't taste any 
different than before. In fact he realized that he actually still enjoyed kissing Joe quite a lot. There was 


obviously a lot of "in between’ between gay and straight. 


Joe let out a low-pitched growl when their tongues touched, which made Luke's dick signal that it hadn't lost 
its interest in this part of the game yet. The rustling of fabric was heard and Joe shifted on the bed. 
Eventually they had to break the kiss. When Luke drew back, he could see that Joe had pulled his trackpants 


down along with his underwear and was currently wriggling to push them further down over his knees. 


A previously unknown attack of stagefright overcame the younger singer, but he was also devoured by 
curiosity. Although he had just been born around the time when Def Leppard graced the covers of the biggest 
rock magazines all around the world, he knew that the tight jeans Joe wore in the 1980s left very little to the 
imagination. Although "little" wasn't actually a word that should be used in this context.. 


When Joe leaned back, Luke couldn't help but stare with widened eyes - a reaction Joe was obviously familiar 
with, according to his complacent smirk. To a neutral observer the scene would have looked somewhat comical. 


(But wasn't sex always comical in a way from a neutral observer's perspective?) 


Without a doubt Joe's virility had passed its zenith more than a decade ago. Make that two. But there was 
obviously still quite a lot of it left. Except for in "certain videos", Luke had never seen such a long and thick 
cock in "real life" - much less fully erect. Joe had his fist around his length and stroked himself a couple of 


times, then raised an eyebrow and smirked again. 


Luke took an unnecessarily deep breath and proceeded to action without further ado. His piano-trained fingers 
settled around the upper part of Joe's dick, and he instinctively rubbed his thumb over the slit, spreading the 


precum over the head just like he would have done it to himself. 
‘Oh yeah." 


Joe observed the movement of Luke's hand with great interest. He had hiked up his T-shirt a little and held on 
to it with one hand on his belly, which he tried to suck in halfway successfully. But after a couple more 


strokes, he put hand on Luke's forearm to make him pause for a moment. 


"Wait a secl" the older singer panted,"l just need to know: have you changed your mind about not wanting to 


do ‘other things’? Because there's not gonna be a round two for me tonight, luv." 


Luke was well aware that this wasn't the right time for lengthy declarations, so he said with a coy smile, 
"Uhm... sorry. | still have to pass. But nevertheless... I'll finish what | started, mate." 


It didn't take as long as Luke had expected, although he didn't actually have any comparative values. He stared 
like he was in a trance, watching Joe's dick slide through his fist in a steady rhythm and getting more and 
more slippery with precum. But although it turned him somehow on without a doubt, he knew that this was 
the limit for him. 


Joe's breathing was getting heavier, sometimes accompanied by a throaty moan. His features had taken on the 
proverbial "o-face" expression. Actually, he looked just like he did on stage during the passionate finale of a 
song. Luke just about started to wonder if he, too, looked the same during sex and singing when he felt Joe's 
cock pulsing in his hand, followed by the warmth of Joe's cum spilling over his hand. 


To his surprise, his initial reaction was - pride. 

There he sat, butt-naked and nicely hammered, with a sixty-year-old rock god's jizz on his hand, his 

fingers wrapped around the still witching and slowly softening cock, and all he could think of was that he was 
proud that he was the one who had got Joe off. Joe had picked him instead of just hiring a rentboy, which 
would have been a much less risky undertaking. A celebrity of his standing could certainly afford a discreet 
enough "escort service". Apparently, there was a little bit more to it for Joe than just satisfying the need of a 
younger) male body by his side. 

Luke pulled his hand back and held it a little awkwardly so that nothing could drip on the bedspread. Joe lay 
completely on his back by now. His chest was still rising and falling from deep breaths, and although Luke could 
only see his unlikely bedfellow's face from the side, he could discern a post-orgasmic grin on his face. 

A few moments of silence passed before Joe said unusually quietly, "Thank you." 


Luke had to chuckle and replied just as quietly, "Thank you, too." 


Still lying on his back with his eyes closed, Joe offered, "I can call you a cab and get you a hotel room if you 
don't want to stay here." 


It took Luke a while to grasp what Joe was talking about. When they had arranged their meeting, Joe had 
offered Luke to stay at his house overnight. Now he probably assumed that the younger man would rather 
leave as soon as possible. But.. that wasn't the case. Not at all. 

"Dude, there's no chance in hell I'm gonna leave this bed any time soon 


"Not even for a shower?" 


"Hm... good point." 


Joe sat up and pointed at a door that presumably led to an ensuite bathroom. 

"You should find everything you need in there. Ill bring you your bag from downstairs” 
"Oh, | can get it myself, don't bother.” 

"Well, | wouldn't mind seeing you strutting in front of me again like that." 


It was only then that Luke became aware that he didn't have anything to wear within reach. But truth to be 
told.. 


"Its a deall" he exclaimed and jumped to his feet. 


Five 
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Despite the eventful day that lay behind him, Luke couldn't fall asleep for a long time. And the reason was not 
only that he was still so horny that he had to rub another one out in the shower before he went to bed. 


He tried to find a definition or an explanation for what he felt for Joe - and failed. Romantic, platonic, 

erotic.. None of those terms fit. They were too constricted, too fixed. All he knew that the feeling that he 
wanted Joe in his life was incredibly strong. He wasn't appalled by what had happened. It also didn't feel like his 
image of one of rock's greatest frontmen was tainted It was rather like a good friend had offered him a drink 
that hadn't tasted exactly awful, but that he knew he wasn't going to drink again in his life. Ever since he had 
gotten to know Joe, something had felt special about their connection, and that feeling hadn't subsided. On the 


contrary, it even felt stronger now. 


On the other side of Joe's stately home, the landlord himself had trouble falling asleep as well. Had he taken it 
too far this time? Had his never-tiring sex drive scared an honest friend away? The thought of Luke leaving in 
the morning and never seeing him again hurt. Yet although the younger man could have left right away, he 


hadn't done so. 


Luke slept like a log until noon the following day. Joe had already been up for hours by that time, but he 
roamed restlessly through the house, still ruminating on what Luke's reaction would be like on the "the 
morning after". He started the computer in the studio and skimmed through the files they had recorded the 
previous day, but he was unable to focus. On top of that, it felt odd to work on the songs without Luke. 


As soon as he heard sounds from upstairs indicating that Luke was coming out of the bathroom, he went to 
the kitchen and busied himself with the coffee machine. He couldn't remember being so nervous in years. His 
heartbeat accelerated like Luke's light-footed ballerina-like steps when he came down the stairs. To Joe's relief, 


the steps did not lead directly to the front door. 


Instead, Luke followed the smell of coffee and found Joe in the kitchen. Somehow he looked even shorter than 
he had appeared to Joe the day before, maybe because he wore a black band tee - of his own band, of course 
- instead of the glamorous silky shirt. His raven black hair was towel-dried and tousled in all directions, and his 


broad smile was as contagious as it had always been 


"Mornin, sunshine. Want a cup of coffee?" 


Joe immediately regretted the term of endearment that seemed to come like a knee-jerk reaction every time 


he looked at Luke, but the younger singer didn't seem to mind. 


They sat down at the kitchen table and Luke instantly resumed the discussion about their musical collaboration. 
All of Joe's worries about an awkward "morning after" vanished into thin air. Just like the night before, they 
were soon bubbling over with ideas, so shortly afterwards, they were back in the studio to continue working 


on songs. 


Joe couldn't believe how quickly the hours had passed when Bill called to inform him he was waiting in the 
driveway to bring Luke to the airport. 


‘Guess we'll have to call it a day now if you don't want to miss your flight," Joe conceded with audible regret. 


"I wish | could stay longer, but I've got a couple of things on my schedule for tomorrow. Sorry, mate! But we 


really have to do this again some time," Luke suggested as they made their way to the hall. 


"Absolutely. And | promise we'll limit it to the music next time," Joe replied, cautiously attempting to get a 


reaction from Luke. 

"Oh, the drinking was quite nice, too," Luke retorted with a wink and picked up his bag. 

Just when Joe decided it was probably for the better not to coax Luke any further, the younger man added in 
an uncharacteristically quiet tone without looking Joe in the eye - which was just as uncharacteristic of him: "| 
enjoyed everything that we did, Joe. | don't regret any of it. Honestly, | also can't imagine that | would have 
done this with any other man in the world! But | just don't want to go any further down that road. It's just not 


my cup of tea All| can tell you is that | love working with you and our friendship means a lot to me." 


They were interrupted by Bill ringing the bell and informing them that it was time to leave if Joe wasn't 


planning on renting them "a bloody helicopter" to avoid the commuter traffic. 


Joe stayed by the front door and watched Luke skip down the steps and get into the car. But before Bill pulled 


away, Luke rolled the car window down and looked up to Joe again and grinned. 


"Wanna call me tonight?" 


"Can't wait." 


